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awake, for they blinked their silver eyes. It was
bitterly cold. My feet were bruised and bleeding;

but I pressed forward, glad of heart, for the sweet
song grew louder, till it sounded like a clear-toned
temple bell.

"When I reached the hut I saw a man of rare stature
and with a countenance of wonderful beauty. I know
not how to describe him, for now the gentleness of
Kwanjin shone upon his face, and now the ineffable
calm and wisdom of the Lord Buddha. Instinctively I
knelt before him and prayed , but he raised me up,
called me friend, and bade me enter. I was about to
tell him of the song and how it had called me
to him when, with a radiant smile, he said : e 1 know,
seeker of beauty and peace. Remain with me here,
patiently follow" my instructions, and you shall not
taste of death but of a life that knows no end.^

" Ah ! Ko-ngai, how can I tell you of those wonder-
ful days ? The process of initiation was not easy. I
made mistakes, I faltered, but my master was never
angry. He explained so patiently the mystery of
Tao, till even I learnt to walk upon the Way and to
understand the secrets of existence. He read aloud
strange books written by certain Taoists, who were
more mystical, more spiritually venturesome than
either Lao Tze or Ohuang Tzu. He taught me to breathe
in such a way that I learnt the joy of absolute control
and tranquillity, till finally the very air sustained
me without the need of food or drink.